Letters home: Joan Eisenmann to Elmer & Frances 
Eisenmann (1951-1952) 


Joan Eisenmann (1929-1971) was a 21 year old graduate of the University of 
Wisconsin-Madison when she landed in Germany as a civilian employee of the US 
Army. She had majored in German and History at Wisconsin, and she found 
employment with the Army as a German and French translator in Frankfurt am 
Main, and at Camp King in the nearby suburb of Oberursel. Her parents, Elmer 
and Frances Eisenmann, lived in the small rural enclave of Barton, Wisconsin, 
located on the Milwaukee River 30 miles upstream from Milwaukee. Their 
education, in German and English at the local Catholic school, extended only 
through the 6" grade. They often spoke German at home. Elmer worked as an 
electrician and troubleman for the local Electric company, and he and Frances 
enjoyed photography, and hunting. Frances was a homemaker, and worked as a 
volunteer at the American Red Cross. Their ancestors had come from Germany and 
Luxembourg to Wisconsin in the 1840's and 1850's, settling farms in a picturesque 
area north of Barton called the Kettle Moraine. The German that Frances spoke 
was tinged with Luxembourgish, a German dialect that incorporates elements of 
French. Joan was an only child, and excelled at school. She was the valedictorian at 
West Bend High School in 1947. These letters, and the 35 mm slides she also took, 
show the arrow of her life between college and marriage. 


Joan's work for the Army, at the height of the Korean war, consisted of translating 
interviews with German POWs who had recently returned from Soviet labor camps, 
to aid in understanding Soviet military capability. The former I.G. Farben building 
in Frankfurt served as the headquarters of the US Army in Europe, and was Joan’s 
first posting. The fenced-off area around the Farben building, termed the Roundup, 
was the home of most of the US civilian and military population that worked in the 
Frankfurt area. Joan lived here, in a house that had been confiscated from the local 
population. The homes here were returned to their original owners by the mid- 
1950's. Camp King, where Joan spent most of her working hours, had served as an 
interrogation center for the US since the end of the war. Through its gates also 
passed several hundred German scientists and engineers who were given new 
identities (Operation Paperclip) before being sent to the United States. Prominent 
among them were German's rocket scientists, led by Werner von Braun. 


Had Joan lived to meet her children's in-laws, she would certainly have commented 
on the coincidence that one of them (Ann Grunebaum Davis) came from Oberursel 
and had left Germany in 1937 to escape the Nazis. We would like to extend our 
warmest thanks to Gisela and Hako Makatsch of Frankfurt for providing 
supporting documentation and pictures associated with our mother's trip. Gisela 
and Hako first came into our lives through the Stolpersteine (Stumbling Stones) 
program, which remembers Holocaust victims who lived nearby (Gilman, 2007). 
The parents of Ann Grunebaum Davis lived around the corner from them in 


Frankfurt, and Gisela and Hako’s previous house had been around the corner from 
our mother's apartment in the north-end of Frankfurt. It's a small world. 


The Purucker children (Michael, Mary, and Steve) 
Transcriptions by Steve and Dave Purucker 
Editing and scanning by Michael Purucker 
2010 
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A sample letter, from 19 Mar 1952. 


Burtonwood [Air Force base], England 
Mon., Sept. 10 
Dear Mother & Dad, 


790 miles to Frankfort — about 2-'^ hrs. by plane. We arrived here about 5:00 
yesterday, it is now 1:30 P.M. the next day. We were supposed to have left at 12 but the 
engine burned when they started it. So our departure is again ‘indefinite.’ This trip is 
jinxed. 


Went to a dance at the officers club last night with Sgt. Bob Essington [Fig. 2] from 
Minnesota. He's a graduate of the Univ. of Minn. 
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A Captain in the Iranian Air Force read my palm at Westover [Air Force Base, 
Massachusetts] and told me I'd live to be 70 if I didn't have an accident, would be 
married twice, divorced once + have seven children [Fig. 1]. 


Love, 
Your “Indefinite Transient” 


[Frankfurt am Main, Gemany] 
Friday nite, Sept 14 


Dear Mother & Dad, 
This is my permanent address: 


Miss Joan M. Eisenmann 

7751“ Military Police Customs Unit 
APO 757, C/O Postmaster 

New York, New York 


We get our mail at the office and that's it, starting Mon. morning at 8:30. I was 
processed for the last time (I wonder) today. Tomorrow I start looking for an apartment. 
Evelyn & I are still living as transients in the Wiesbaden Hotel. The two of us went out 
to the I.G. Farben building [Headquarters for the US Army in Germany] this morning to 
be assigned jobs. They read my qualifications------ “Hmmmm, you applied for a steno's 
job. 4 yrs of German, 1 year of French. We'll make you a French interpreter." So they 
promoted me to a GS-5 & raised my salary $500. I’m private secretary to a Major Crane 
who will be taking me along to sit in on the Tripartite (Amer., British & French) meetings 
in Bonn every month. The French speak no English & provide no interpreters — that's 
me! Itold the Major I was completely inadequate for the job but he's been interviewing 
girls for the past 2 months with fewer qualifications than I have & he hired me anyway! 
All this time I had my fingers crossed he wouldn't. They can't use a French national for 
the job because it's top secret information. (I have clearance from the FBI) Starting 
Monday night I can see I'll be taking up French in earnest in night school. Meanwhile I 
manage to get around in pigeon German. The right person for the right job — that's the 
army! I have my own office by the way. 


Wish me luck. 
Love, 
Joan 


P.S. Evelyn is being sent to Fulda, about 2 hrs south of here on Mon. morning to be 
interviewed for the job there. And we were thinking of rooming together! 


Mon. nite, Sept 17, 1951 
Dear Mother & Dad, 


I moved into my “apartment” today (Fig. 3). My bedroom is about 5 times as large as my 
room at Chadbourne and about half again as high. I share a bathroom (bath & shower), 
the toilet is in another room-also shared, a dining room + living room with a piano (one 
large room) + a kitchen with an electric stove + an ice box. The address is 11 Hynsperg 
Strasse, Apt 1, Room 2. About 5 girls are supposed to be living here but as far as there is 
only Miss Black and me. Miss Black has been here 3 years. She's about 50, seems quite 
nice. I only need 4 keys to get into the place and one key is worse than the other. They 
ought to offer courses for us in how to open German doors. This place has central 
heating but it seems that doesn't start for a couple months. The quartermaster furnishes us 
2 army blankets, 2 sheets, 1 pillow and 2 pillowcases. 


Tomorrow I'm going to take pictures of the grounds around the I.G. Farben building 
where I work. They're really pretty. They're covered with flowers and statues. 


It sure felt good to unpack, set out my pictures + hang up my rosary. I was tired of being 
a transient. I hear though that they frequently convert bachelor's billets into dependents 
billets on 48 hours notice + make you move. I talked to a girl this morning (also looking 
at some of the same apartments I was) who had been forced to move 3 times in the past 2 
months. Phooey! 


Still haven't received any mail. 


I am having a telephone installed in my room sometime this week. It doesn't run over $1 
a month. 


We have a very nice maid. Her name is Lotte. She even put a bouquet of flowers in my 
room. She escaped from the Russian zone 3 yrs ago. 


I have my own balcony which overlooks a courtyard without any grass + 2 dogs who 
look as though they'd just as soon bite you as not. The courtyard next door has grass 
with 2 willow trees. 


My bedroom has 3 closets (none are built in over here, they're all wooden cupboard-like 
affairs), also one table (big + round), 2 chairs, one dresser + mirror, one night stand + a 


bedlamp which looks like it's a relic of the Middle Ages. The wastebasket (Papierkorb) 
is square and woven. Odd. No windows. The balcony + the blinds take the place of that. 


This building is mighty high. I’m glad I’m on the first floor. It's stone. 


[The letter also contained a sketch of Joan's room, reproduced below.] 


Sat. Oct 19, 1951 
Dear Mother & Dad, 


As you can see the PX (Fig. 4) finally got in a shipment of Parker 51 ink. I’ve learned 
that when you see something you like you buy it right away because it never lasts long 
enough for you to think about it first. 


I don't remember if I ever told you but we're 6 hrs ahead of Wis time here. 


Also I've been meaning to mention that D.A. (Department of the Army) civilians get the 
same church dispensations that the Occupation forces get. In other words, we can eat 
meat on Fridays, etc. (I don't anyway, it wouldn't seem right) As far as I can figure out 
the only rule that still applies is going to church on Sundays. 


As a GS-5 my base pay every 2 weeks is $119.23. Tax is $16.80, Retirement is $7.15 
(which is returned to me if & when I quit working for civil service) That leaves $95.28. 


As a GS-3 base pay was $101.92 every 2 wks. So far I’ve put the money I haven't used 
into Travelers Checks. 
Love Joan 


P.S. Went to a German circus last night in Frankfurt. I’ve never seen so much for so 
little. For 3 hrs straight they had acts (all excellent) with elephants, monkeys, horses, 
lions, tigers, clowns, jugglers, bears, seals, musicians, everything — mustn't forget the 
trapeze artists. For 6 marks ($1.50) we had a ringside seat, a booth all to ourselves, not 
more than 5 feet from those elephants, 11 of them, by the way. They had the cage up only 
for the lions & tigers. It was really wonderful. 


P.P.S. Wrote Miss Morgan a letter today telling her of my whereabouts. I hear 
Chadbourne Hall has brand-new porch steps. I can't picture it. 


Alice Rhode is back in school again, too, for the fall term. She's staying at Liz Waters. 


Some More: Can you send me the recipe for Ocean Foam or Sea Foam candy - the one 
we use at Christmas. I promised a Sgt. (George Bills (Fig. 5) from Akron, Ohio) I'd 
make him some if he'd make me a lemon pie, which he will do Thurs. nite. We're going 
to have to use Jeans' oven because mine doesn't even heat. Her's burns. 


Note: A man in the American Express office yesterday asked me if I had any relatives in 
Germany because he knew a dentist named Eisenmann in Friedberg (about 30 kilometers 
from Frankfurt.) 


7751 MP Customs Unit 
APO 757, c/o PM 

New York, New York 
October 22, 1951 


Dear Mother and Dad, 


All is quiet in the office. Major Crane went to Heidelberg for a conference so I don't 
have a thing to do but write personal letters. I had a letter from Richard this morning. He 
was moved from Augsberg to Kempten, Germany, about 5 miles from the Swiss border 
and two-hours drive from Austria, he writes. His new address is 

Name and serial number 

536 MP Company, Kempten Detachment 
APO 872, c/o Postmaster 
New York, New York 


He works some rather odd hours—12 on and 12 off so he won't be able to come to 
Frankfurt for quite a while probably. If he can get off November 3 and 4, I wrote him, I 
would come down for those two days. It’s an overnight’s ride by train. You have to 
transfer trains at Augsberg. Think I'll make him some fudge. There are only four MP’s 
for that whole town. That's mighty few. 


I applied for some drapes this morning, also a new bed lamp. Mine looks like it barely 
survived the war of 1870. It will take the army a good month to get around to looking at 
my requisition. They're still in the process of paying me my per diem. At least my 
paycheck is coming through though. 

I discovered that my black suit and that white turtleneck sweater look very nice together. 
That chain from Mary and Janet is still drawing comments—my “family coat-of-arms" 
you know. 


Those two dogs in my backyard are very friendly, by the way. I think they'd even make 
friends with any potential burglar. 


Don writes of a new baby brother [John Ralph Purucker] as of October 13. His birthday 
is the 17". 


Can't think of anything else new. 


Love, 
Joan 
7751 MP Customs Unit 
APO 757, c/o PM 
New York, New York 
November 2, 1951 
Dear Mother and Dad, 


Two packages from you arrived yesterday, no damage whatsoever. I think only one 
cookie was broken. Thank you for the slide viewer too. The one I bought is cheaper and 
doesn't run by batteries. Funny how we both thought of the same thing. The letter (dated 
Oct 25) in which you said that the two packages should arrive “about a week after you 
get this letter" came today. Those packages made pretty good time. Thank you. 


Bills and I made fudge last night. He didn’t approve ofthe way I was doing it so he 
made his own batch. His got hard, mine didn't. I'll never hear the end of it. I’m taking 
HIS batch of fudge to Kempten tonight. The train leaves at 10:15. Jean [Provencher, Fig 
6], the only other girl I know in Frankfurt, is taking the same train to Garmisch tonight. I 
hope I don't have as much trouble catching this one as I did the one to Garmisch last 
week. Having missed two previous trains on other weekends to Garmisch I thought I had 
everything foolproof this time—until all the electricity in Frankfurt went out at 7:30 
while I was finishing packing my suitcase. My train left at 8:30. The phones were dead 
too, so I couldn't book a taxi. I finished packing my suitcase holding a matchbook in one 
hand; I had no candles. I walked ten blocks to the taxi stand carrying that heavy suitcase 
—in the dark, cussing away like mad. I got there only to find that the Provost Marshal 
had just made a new ruling that day that taxi drivers could accept no military script, you 
had to have taxi coupons, which I did not. I must have looked pretty sad by that time 
because he finally took me. I made the train but was so tired I couldn't stay awake to 
meet Edna (Fig. 7) in Heidelberg; we found each other when we got off the train in 
Garmisch. I'd missed that same train twice before, once because I was 15 minutes late 
picking up my hotel reservations downtown & couldn't leave without them, the other 
time because Edna got sick at the last minute. I'd begun to think the trip was jinxed. 


Love, 
Joan 


P.S. Thank you for the sea foam recipe. 


NOTE: Envelope contains a newspaper clipping titled: * Skiers Rush To Beat Big 
Snows", *Garmisch Flooded With Reservations". 


7751 MP Customs Unit 
APO 757, c/o PM 

New York, New York 
Nov. 5, 1951 


Dear Mother and Dad, 


I came back at 7 this morning from Kempten (Figs. 8-9). Rich was fine, bet he's put on 
another 20 lbs. He's catching on fast—typical American soldier in Europe. I took quite a 
few pictures. 


I had a very nice time, ate in his mess (no women allowed, I was a cousin, not a woman) 
Sat. noon and evening. Sat. nite we went out with one of the fellows he lives with and his 
German girlfriend. Sunday morning we went to the German Church, St. Lawrence, in 
Kempten. It is enormous. I took some pictures of it too. People do turn and look at you 
in Kempten. The nearest army camp is at Füssen; there are only ten American soldiers 


stationed there (all with Rich), every weekend all the Negro soldiers from Füssen come in 
to Kempten. Any kind of a uniform is a rarity in that town, however, compared to 
Frankfurt. And my green coat, of course, is quite obviously not German. 


Ill buy Eric [Schmidt?] and Rae’s [Dricken?] Christmas presents. Toys are cheaper over 
here. I intend to buy Eric a small box camera (an Agfa, “Made in Germany) and Rae a 
German doll. 


You asked about the churches in Frankfurt (Fig.10). The state of Hesse is largely 
Protestant, and, as far as I know, there is only one German Catholic church in this town— 
an enormous cathedral but so much bombed that only a small part of it is still safe to use. 
So I go to the army chapel a half block from the IG Farben building. Bavaria, where 
Richard is almost 100% Catholic. He lives too far from American installations (he has to 
go 30 kilometers for his PX) to have an army chapel so he has to go to a German church 
(wonder how he'll go to confession the first time?). 


Love Joan 
7751 MP Customs Unit 
APO 757, c/o PM 
New York, New York 
November 15, 1951 
Dear Mother and Dad, 


Received your birthday present, the brown skirt, yesterday. It's beautiful and also fits 
fine. It's a little early for my birthday but I’m wearing it today anyway with that red 
nylon sweater and brown heels. Jean and I are already making plans for my birthday 
party on Tuesday night, December 4. We know lots of men but no girls. We figure we 
can get 4 couples together though. Bills doesn't know it yet but I’m inviting him. I’m 
beginning to feel I owe him so much. He took me to Strasbourg over Armistice Day 
weekend. We took a lot of pictures there, so you'll see him on my slides when I get them 


back. I went to church at the famous Strasbourg cathedral there Sunday. He insisted 
Saturday night that he was going to take me (he’s not Catholic) because he didn’t like the 
idea of me going alone. Come Sunday morning 9:00, no Bills. I took a taxi, got there all 
right, but couldn't find a taxi after Mass so I decided to walk back to the hotel. A half- 
hour and four canals later I decided I was lost. I asked a woman in French for directions. 
She gave me fifteen minutes worth. Five minutes later, I was lost again so this time I 
asked a man, in German. He gave me an escorted, conducted tour of the city back to the 
hotel — in French and German. By that time it was after twelve. Bills woke up at eleven, 
feeling mighty sheepish. 


The cathedral was beautiful (that makes three Sundays in a row, three different cathedrals 
in three different cities) but I’ve never been so uncomfortable in one. They had individual 
kneelers (wooden), each about a foot from the ground. When you want to sit down for the 
sermon (only) you just turn the kneeler around and sit on what you knelt on before, 
provided you can roll your legs up under it, that is. The cathedral is cold, damp, and big. 
The sermon during the high mass I attended was in French (too fast for me); after mass 
he gave a sermon in German, but I didn't stay. Strasbourg is in Alsace, France and it's 
bilingual - it has to be, it's changed hands between Germany and France so often in the 
past 75 years, (especially). I noticed that while most of the people greeted each other in 
French, they continued their conversation in German. I wore my red dress Saturday night 
and felt decidedly conspicuous. Everyone turned their chair around and just stared — all 
evening. At least they could have done it subtly. 


The city has three flags — two of them hidden, the Russian and the American. The French 
flag is up on practically every building now, just as the German flag until 1945. 


I mailed a wooden crate of Christmas presents to you this morning. The rest goes out on 
Saturday probably. I tried to mail that crate yesterday, stood in line a half and hour, and 
then the mail clerk told me he wouldn't accept it because my nails weren't in straight. 
The packages are wrapped individually, hope it gets there all right; it's insured. You can 
open the crate as soon as it gets there; there are quite a few pictures and snapshots in 
there you can see right away. I put in two boxes of perfectly good Kleenex, so you might 
as well make use of it. 


Thank you for sending me those clippings. Prices are not as cheap here as that article 
states. A train trip to Garmisch (which is extremely cheap) costs 32 marks (that includes a 
round-trip sleeper) — about 7.50, hotels there are 50 cents a night. A day's skiing with 
equipment and instructor is around 50 cents to a dollar, I guess. I didn't ski when I was 
there. It's completely military run, so cheap. Meals in German restaurants are also quite 
cheap in West Germany, but I have yet to see a military diner on a train. You're lucky if 
there's any diner at all. It's best to take something to eat along. 


France, however, is extremely expensive. You can't get a decent meal for under 1600 
francs (exchange rate of 345 francs to the dollar — the franc is not only highly inflated but 
the exchange rate varies daily up to 200 francs one way or the other per dollar rate of 
exchange). You practically need an extra purse to carry all those francs. I mailed you a 


10 


postcard from Strasbourg but heaven knows how long it will take you to get it; the French 
post office is not known for its efficiency. Paris, I hear, is even more expensive than 
Strasbourg. 


You asked about my suitcases. I always take the small one for weekends. 
Wish I had some of the snow you're getting. Bet it's pretty. 


That clipping about the car accidents in Munich wasn't at all exaggerating. You take your 
life in your hands when you cross a German road. The bikes and the motorcycles are 
even worse than the cars. I think the German driver would like nothing better than to 
bump off a few Americans. 


Love, 
Joan 


P.S. Am mailing a get-well card to Aunt Minnie today. 


Sun. nite, Dec. 9, 1951 
Dear Mother and Dad, 


Starting next Monday, I will be working out in Camp King, Oberursel (Fig. 11-13), a 
suburb of Frankfurt. I will keep my apartment in Frankfurt, at least for the time being, 
certainly until after New Years. It's the 7707 ECIC (European Intelligence). I have to be 
cleared for Top Secret yet. It means a $20 raise. They placed me in the German 
translating and editing section. Major Crane says the IC stands for “I’m Confused.” I 
don't know the exact address, but will send it as soon as I know. Meanwhile, use the old 
one. I can pick up my mail at Jean's apartment on my way home every night, either that 
or Bills will bring it to me. 


Bills brought me a dozen yellow roses and some French perfume (it never fails) Tuesday 
night for my birthday. He's being sent out to our Czechoslovakian border points for 4-5 
weeks to check up on our men. He's getting a pass for Christmas though. Jean, Akin (Fig. 
14), Bills and I are planning a small party at Jean's apartment Christmas Eve and 
trimming the Christmas tree there. The four of us are going to midnight mass too (neither 
Akin nor Bills are Catholic). 
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I bought a small portable radio last week for $19.95. It works fine. 


Don writes he’s going to Mexico over the Christmas holidays. Hope he fares better than 
on the proposed trip to Florida last year. His brother weighed 10 Ibs. when he was born, 
-they named him John Ralph — Don's the godfather. 


Love, 
Joan 
7751 MP Customs Unit 
APO 757, c/o PM 
New York, New York 
12 Dec 51 
Dear Mother and Dad, 


I mailed home a crate of Hummel figurines today. I intended them originally as a 
Christmas present but it took me so long to get them out I had already taken care of 
Christmas. I'll probably end up swiping a few of them back anyway. Please let me know 
in what shape they arrive. They're pretty fragile. There are quite a few pictures in that 
crate too. I also air-mailed home separately those pictures I took of Richard at Kempten. 
They turned out pretty well. Let me know how the other presents arrive too. Marion 
[Jung Schacht] said hers arrived on Nov 30 without damage. It seems to me I mailed 
yours before hers. Hope nobody sat on Eric's camera or baseball game on the way. 


Monday I start work out at Camp King, Oberursel. Did I tell you it means a $20 raise per 
year. I don't care much for the transportation out there though. Maybe it will be better 
than I think. The job is largely translating and editing of the interrogations of German 
prisoners of war (of the Russians). It means I have to be cleared for Top Secret. Right 
now I'm only working with Restricted, Confidential and Secret material. (My salary 
goes from $3410 to $3430 a year, but don't forget they cut our leave days from 26 to 13. 
Nuts!) (I came over under a contract of $2650. — a year.) 


I'm going (with Jean) to a chicken dinner given by the Ave Maria Club tonight. That's 
the unmarried girls group from the church. As it is now, I know only one other American 
girl (single) in all of Frankfurt, Jean; she's been here 3 years and knows only me. The 
Ave Maria Club, I hear, is composed mainly of older WACS. 


They sell only spruce trees over here for Christmas; Advent wreaths (with 4 candles, a 
candle for each Sunday of Advent) are also quite popular. I have one in my room. The 
spruces are very pretty but slightly different than ours. The needles are shorter and finer. 
They also fall off faster, I hear. 
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Love, 
Joan 


Mon. nite, Dec 17 
Dear Mother & Dad, 
I started work at Camp King today. My new address is: 


Miss Joan M. Eisenmann 
7707 ECIC 

APO757, C/O Postmaster 
NY, NY 


That ECIC stands for European Command Intelligence Center. I translate interrogations 
of German prisoners of war ofthe Russians. The idea is to get as much information as 
possible about the location, type & amount of production of the factories where these 
prisoners were employed as slave laborers, anything that might be of help to the U.S. in a 
war against Russia. It's a mighty rough translation- using technical terms I don't even 
know in English, let alone German. By 5 o'clock I felt as though Pd been through the 
boiler plant I'd just located in English. I’m in there on a temporary basis only- but my 
experience with the army makes me think it will be permanent. They are very short of 
help-translators who can be cleared for secret are scarce. There's a very good chance for 
promotion but I don't know if it's worth the wear & tear on the nerves. 


Rec'd Aunt Meta's [Schmidt] birthday present today- will write her a thank you note. It 
must have been caught in the Christmas rush. Her Christmas present arrived several days 
ago. 


Spent last weekend in Nurnberg. 


Love, 
Joan 
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A HAPPY NEW YEAR 


Miss Joan M. Eisenmann 
7707 ECIC 
APO757, C/O Postmaster 
NY,NY 
December 26, 1951 
Dear Mother and Dad, 
The three-week fog in Frankfurt finally lifted today so the mail that’s been sitting in 
England for all that time can finally come. We had no snow here for Christmas, just the 
usual fog so you couldn’t see your hand in front of your face most ofthe days and all of 
the nights. 


Lotte (the maid) and I went downtown to buy a Christmas tree Saturday morning. We 
bought the biggest and fattest tree (a spruce) we could find, had it put in a stand, and then 
couldn’t get a taxi home. Lotte grabbed one end, I grabbed the other and we walked the 
ten blocks home. Did we feel silly. Trees and ornaments are very cheap here compared to 
home. I bought American (PX) tree lights (the German Christmas tree lights are only all 
white, many of them candles and they're fond of using a lot of angel hair on their trees. 
Also bought icicles (German “Lametta”). Jean had plenty of ornaments left over after 
trimming her tree so I used those. (You can buy a whole box of Christmas tree ornaments 
in German stores here — just like ours — for the price you pay for one in the states). 


Lotte and I decorated the tree and hung extra branches all over the house. Miss Black and 
Miss Christiansen were gone for the whole weekend — fortunately. 


Bills came back from Passau for good on Sunday morning. Monday night we had our 
Christmas Eve party at Jean's. We were planning on fried chicken but learned on Sunday 
that we couldn't eat meat on the day before Christmas. That is one of the three days from 
which we are not exempted. We had a tuna fish salad supper instead. Bills and I had 
Christmas dinner Tuesday noon at his billets — turkey, stuffing, all the trimmings. 


I opened your Christmas presents as soon as I had the tree up on Saturday. The clothes fit 
perfectly. That blouse, skirt, and yellow sweater look nice together. That's a beautiful set. 


Thank you very much. I can use the nylons, too. 


I hope my presents arrived home all in one piece. Those cuckoo clocks aren't very 
expensive. I just sent one to show you what they're like. 


The army gave us off the day before Christmas and New Years but make us work two 
Saturdays, regular eight-hour days instead. 
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You asked about my changing jobs, and the possibility of having to move out of my 
apartment. There’s nothing unusual in either as far as the army is concerned. Its right 
hand never knows what its left hand is doing. They never ask individual officers or men 
how many civilian workers they do or don’t need. If some general thinks an office some 
place has too many, he just sends out an order and they obey or they’re court-martialed. 
There were three civilian spaces in our office, EUCOM Heidelberg cancelled one, and I 
was the last girl hired in that office. Ifthey can’t find a civilian another job they just have 
to pay their way home. 


Apartments work the same way. They move bachelors out and dependents in — 
arbitrarily. If the army figures the apartment is too big or too good for unmarrieds, one 
day they give you a three-day notice and the next day you just have to pack up and move 
to a hotel until you find another place. Whether that notice arrives before the three days 
of grace is over is your worry, not theirs. 


Love, 

Me, 

P.S. 

While I’m being sarcastic about the army and its inefficiency I might as well go on. 
While I was working in the customs unit I worked with a lot of papers stamped 
Confidential, Restricted, or Secret — papers which in most cases weren't worth the paper 
they were printed on. We locked those up in a steel safe every night. 


Now I work on Confidential and Secret papers on power plants, ammunition factories... 
in Russia — papers which I think should be marked Top Secret in many cases. Every 
evening we put those in a tin file cabinet you could open with a can opener and hang a 
lock on the cabinet that's almost big enough to tip over the cabinet. That is army 


Security. 


Wed. Afternoon, January 9, 1952 


Dear Mother and Dad, 

Here I am at work, translating away (supposedly). I get pretty sick of it sometimes. 
Makes me think I’m back at school, cussing at German 131. A regular blizzard is 
blowing up outside. That means they’re having a rainstorm in Frankfurt. This place is 
almost in the Taunus Mountains, so we usually have a couple of inches of snow here. I 
commute with the bus mornings and evenings — about 45 minutes one way. 


Those pictures of Bills and me were taken at a birthday party given by another fellow at 
the Customs Unit. 


15 


Note the clipping on our ? relatives ? in Stuttgart. I cut it out of the “Stars and Stripes” 
last week. When I was working in the customs unit our MPs caught an Eisenmann 
crossing the border illegally from Austria to Germany seeking coffee or some such thing 
across. 


Yes, Don writes regularly. He should be well on his way home from Mexico, if not 
already home, by this time. He spent Christmas and New Years with some friends from 
Madison. He writes that he’s been working at least 12 hours every day. That impending 
steel strike will probably increase that. 


Life in Camp King is interesting, I must say. A new girl on the base is always quite an 
event. But I’ve never seen such gossipy men. I know only a couple of the men on the 
base but every man on this base knows my name and personal history. Any time I go 
anyplace one of them is sure to spot me. Every morning I am informed of what I did and 
where I went the night before. I have at least one or two escorts to coffee morning and 
afternoon. The few times I have gone to the snack bar alone somebody always managed 
to need the ketchup or the cream I was sitting next to so he could introduce himself. It's 
really funny. I have a date this evening with a Sgt. (I met him in this office) Dave 
MacCampbell (Figs. 15-17). He's a chemical specialist, majored in biology in a small 
Colorado college. This one is considerably over 6 feet and 200 Ibs. 


Love, 
Joan 


P.S. I figure on visiting those relatives in Luxembourg sometime in February. I have an 
official invitation. 


P.P.S Going to Amsterdam, Holland with half the office staff this weekend. 


Thurs. noon, Jan. 10 
Had a really nice time last night. Dave brought a corsage, took me to dinner and a show. 
It was, I had thought, only ‘a movie date. 


You'll have to excuse this typewriter. It's a Woodstock typewriter which firm, I believe, 


went out of business about 25 years ago. As a translator, they figure, I don't need a good 
typewriter. 


Note: Enclosed with this letter is a clipping from Stars and Stripes entitled *Bosch 
Splitup Believed Near," dated January 4, 1952. 
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7707 ECIC 

APO757, C/O Postmaster 
NY, NY 

Feb. 5, 1952 


Dear Mother & Dad, 


I'd better answer a few of the questions you've been asking recently and which I always 
forget about. No, I don't need vitamin A's; I can order them through Sears APO cheaper 
than if you have to bother to send them to me. That salt shaker is a sugar shaker and 
there was only one in the box. Garmisch-Partenkirchen is the full name of what is 
usually called Garmisch. It probably used to be two towns. And I didn't apply for 
insurance on the tea kettle since it was only about $2.75. That pie didn't turn out too well 
—edible and that's about all. 


Happy Valentine's Day. I made an appointment at the dentist that afternoon forgetting 
what day it was. I'm going to be in fine shape for that evening. At least four men have 
asked me out for that evening. I hope this doesn't prove to be embarrassing again. It's a 
nuisance having to give back expensive gifts. 


I haven't said anything to you but I’m going home in September or October. Don and I 
think we love each other now—I don't know, eight months is a long time. Whether we 
still feel the same then or not ll still be coming home in the fall. Traveling is all right 
for a while but I don't intend to make a career of it. Meanwhile I’m seeing Europe — and 
probably going out too much (so I never have time to write letters anymore, you'll 
notice.) I told Bills about Don because it was no longer fair not to. He asked me to 
marry him some time ago. Bills and I are going to Garmisch skiing (with three other 
people) the weekend after next. I spent last weekend at Camp King (Officers Club) 
skiing in the Taunus Mts. with Sgt. Dave McCampbell from the base. Dave & I are 
going to Vienna (with several other couples, we hope) on the 22" of February. Since 
Dave has been taking me to coffee regularly this base has had us married for several 
weeks. I’ve never seen such gossipy men. 


The Germans are celebrating their carnival season now. It's just like the Mardi Gras in 
New Orleans—the couple of weeks of masquerade balls and parties, etc., before Lent 
(Ash Wed.) Only the Germans call it Fasching. 


Why did Butch Laufer commit suicide? [The Laufer family owned and operated the 
Artistic Roller Rink and Tavern south of West Bend. The Roller Rink opened in 1936 and 
Joan roller skated there. I remember that roller skating was a favorite birthday activity of 
ours, although I never skated at Artistic. Aloysius “Butch” Laufer, Sr. and his wife Leona 
operated the rink until retiring in 1961. It appears that the suicide was of their son Alois, 
Jr. who was probably a few years younger than Joan.] 
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Love, 
Joan 


P.S. I hope to mail your birthday present tomorrow morning, Mother. I am mailing two 
packages and there are pictures in both, too (London, Strasbourg, Nurnburg)... You 
might think I’m mailing an odd birthday present but I thought they'd look nice one on 
each side of the fireplace. They're German. 


Some more: My new roommate, Theresa Norris, and I are thinking of getting an 
apartment together soon — closer to our bus stops. Jean & Akin are getting married the 
end of the month so we might move into Jean's apartment. 


Mon. afternoon, 4:30 PM 
(Transcriber Note: Envelope is postmarked 2/27/52) 


Dear Mother and Dad, 


My Woodstock typewriter fell apart Friday afternoon. I’ve been waiting for a new one 
since then. So far this afternoon I’ve been to the Snack Bar three times and eaten one bag 
of popcorn. Now I’m thirsty again. Wonder if they'd miss my charming presence if I 
left again. 


Maybe it would be cheaper to send me home than to buy a new typewriter? 


Had a very nice time in Berlin this weekend. Spent Sunday afternoon at the zoo. I've 
never seen such a huge zoo (bet we walked 5 miles from one end to the other) or such an 
odd collection of animals up to and including collies, St. Bernards and Persian cats— 
caged up, oddities, no doubt. We must have walked 5 miles in that zoo. 


Saw a rather heavy “Carmen” trip across the operatic stage one night, a couple of the W. 
Berlin nightclubs another, and took a tour of E. Berlin by bus one afternoon. Spent 
Friday shopping. My roommate went crazy and bought 800 marks worth of glassware 
(exchange rate: 4.2 marks to the dollar). I bought a mocca set last week. 


Berlin was very heavily bombed. Most of it is still a shambles. Even the zoo is half 
gone. The Nazis put up a last ditch fight there. (in zoo) W. Berlin is quite a contrast to 
E. Berlin. W. Berlin's shops are full, the people are well dressed, and the liquor and food 
is plentiful. E. Berlin’ stores are empty (I saw only one shop, and that was glassware). 

E. Berlin police are plentiful but there are no Russians. They're stationed in Potsdam. 
Everything is rationed except bread and potatoes. The Communists legalized black 
marketing. Stores that have HO on them are members of the Handelsorganization and 
are allowed to sell all rationed items without coupons but at extremely high prices (shoes 
at about $40 when the average worker makes only $60 a month, butter at $2.50 to $3.00 a 
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pound). There are hundreds of such stores and few of the other. All profits from these 
stores go to support the Communist government. All Germans are forced to work a 
certain number of hours a week rebuilding the city, without pay. There are pictures of 
Stalin and propaganda signs everywhere proclaiming friendship with the Soviet Union. 
All that remains of Hitlers Reichschancellory is his air raid shelter. The place was torn 
down and the stones used to build a Russian war memorial (a graveyard for 2,600 
Russian soldiers—quite elaborate and decorated for the Russian army day when we were 
there, built at a cost of 2 million dollars (Fig. 18). 


My clothes are a sight today. I sat up in them all night in the coach, no sleepers to be 
had. At least I made it to the camp bus this morning. A girl from camp and I are going to 
Paris next weekend, via Basel, Switzerland. It's cheaper to buy money in Basel. We're 


taking an extra day. 


Love, 
Joan 


Tues. afternoon. Still waiting—as the radio plays “So langsam geht alles kaput”. 

This isn't my typewriter I’m using. 

Yes, Don asked me to marry him. 

Before I come home I want to buy a Rosenthal set of china here. I can get it considerably 


cheaper than I can in the states — about 800 marks ($200) 


7707 ECIC 

APO 757, C/O PM 
NY,NY 

March 19, 1952 


Dear Mother & Dad, 


I'm enclosing a copy of our Italy itinerary. I am going with another girl (my age) from 
ECIC, Barbara Hendricks (Fig. 19). 


I have mastered egg pancakes but what are potato pancakes supposed to look like in 
batter form — runny or thick? I made some for supper this evening — hash, that is. They 


tasted all right but they sure were a mess. 


Had a letter & a card from Don yesterday. He got a 10% raise & he's thinking of turning 
Catholic. That will probably wait till I come home in Sept. 


Love, 
Joan 
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P.S. I think you ought to celebrate for your 25" anniversary. You aren't married 25 years 
every year. 


March 20 (Thurs) 
Dear Mother & Dad, 


I mailed home 2 sets of pictures today (& included your 2 from Christmas-thank you very 
much for sending them) — one set from Amsterdam, the other from Berlin & Garmisch. 

A couple of the other cities sneaked in somewhere. There's one picture in the Berlin set I 
forgot to mark. I think it's the former Bundestag (like House of Representatives) — 
(before Hitler's days). 


Would you please send to Katherine “K” Corset Shop, 436 State St., Madison 3, for a 
girdle (white nylon) for me. Type #400, hips 37-38, Ellen Maid by Swisstex. I think 
they are $5.95 or $6.95. I will include that in the money order with the price of the 
pictures when I send it. I’ll probably just send a $50 — money order check the end of 
April & you can take it out of there. 


You asked the price of the Hummel dolls. They're $5 each here, $10 in the states. 
They're made by the same firm that makes the figurines I sent you. There's a story 
behind the founding of the company — a nun made them (dolls & figurines) as a hobby, 
someone saw them, got her to draw up the patterns & models, make samples, & the 
company now produces them wholesale. “Hummel” is a famous trademark in Germany. 


Love, 
Joan 
Tuesday, March 25, 1952 


Dear Mother and Dad, 
When I sent those slide pictures of Amsterdam home I put a note on them for you to have 
extra copies made— meant 2 additional slides of each of the wrapped slides. 


Spent last weekend in Luxembourg (Figs 20-22). The Müller's are wonderful people and 
Mr. Müller is real sweet. He just comes up to my nose. He looks much like Uncle Math 
[Mueller] but is a little heavier with a fuller face. Mr. Müller doesn't speak or understand 
any English so we spoke German all weekend. After a couple glasses of wine I was 
doing fine—even on American politics. I was afraid they'd be very strict people who 
didn't drink or smoke and who would disapprove of a girl my age traveling alone. They 
aren't. Mr. M. was surprised I didn't smoke. They were awfully nice to me, took me out 
to Roodt where Nicholas Müller [Joan's great grandfather] was born, showed me all over 
Lux. City and invited me back for a longer weekend in May so we can drive up to see one 
of his sons in a monastery at Clervaux, Lux. He calls me Joan but with the French 
pronunciation—Jeanne. Now I know where you got your word for milk, Mother—it's 
from the Luxemburgish dialect, “millich,” 1/3 German, 1/3 French, and 1/3 their own. 
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Will write more. 
Love, Joan 


April 7, 1952 
Dear Mother and Dad, 


Questions first: that Orlon dress wears beautifully — I like a dress I never have to press. 


That pipe, I don't imagine, would smoke too well. I don't believe there are any filters in 
them. More for show than anything. 


What was the brand name of those German cigars I sent you at Christmas, Daddy? If you 
like that kind, I will send you some more; or I could send another kind. 


Not only the Italians, but all Europeans “steal like rats," mother. War does strange things 
to people. 


When you send the girdle and the skirt, would you please enclose a small bottle of maple 
flavoring and a bottle of calamine lotion. No hurry. I’m still practicing on pancakes, and 

maple is a flavor completely unknown to the Germans. Neither the German stores or the 

PX has any maple syrup or flavoring. 


Got my check from the government for refund of taxes, = $91. - + some cents, this 
morning. 


Mailed off an anniversary present, fragile, last Monday. It's coming under Bills” name, so 
there will be no customs charges. It's a wooden crate and the post office wouldn't insure 
it because they said the store didn't pack it well enough. 


Also sent off a box of pictures (snapshots) and fashion magazines (two packages 
altogether) this morning. Ervin Mueller's wrote me a letter at Christmas asking me about 
fashions in Germany. Show them the magazines. Like American fashion magazines, they 
are considered the “ideal,” but few can afford them. 


Happy Easter everyone. I leave for Italy this Thursday night. Will be in Rome for Easter 
Sunday. 


Started a new job at ECIC last Monday — at my request. I was pretty sick of translating 
technical German reports on things I didn't understand. I am now the private secretary of 
most of the German interrogators on this base. More variety, and I can meet a couple of 
the sources that way too. 


I never told you about the Müller's house in Luxembourg. Like in all big cities they are 


all attached and have no front yard. Doesn't look like much from the outside but it's fixed 
up very nicely inside. Like other European houses — coal is scarce and too expensive — 
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only one room, the study, is heated. Tell Aunt Marie [Eisenmann] nothing was said about 
a prune tree. I will ask when I go back in May. 


I'm enclosing the tax refund of 91.64 for Dad to put in the bank for me. Thank you. Take 
out money for the pictures please. 


Love, 
Joan 


Sunday, April 20, 1952 
(Letter written on letterhead of Hotel Astoria — Firenze) 
Dear Mother & Dad, 


This tour isn't giving me any time even to write postcards. We've stayed at a lot of good 
hotels, eaten some excellent food (a huge plate of spaghetti — they serve only a meat 
sauce over spaghetti & ravioli, no meatballs — it's only an appetizer.) Then comes the 
main meal of meat (we've had mostly steak), potatoes, vegetable, a sweet dessert, & then 
fruit — oranges, bananas, apples or pears. Along with a bottle or so of wine, of course. 
Barbara & I could probably float home on the wine we've drunk in Italy. It's a good 
thing it's not strong. 


This conducted tour is touring us so hard we have only the trace of a suntan — acquired on 
the hour boat ride from Lorento to the Isle of Capri. The weather is very hot — also very 
sticky over the noon hour (the stores close 2-3 hours over the mid-day. They tell me the 
weather is just comfortable now. I'd die here in the summertime. 


Went into a cameo shop near Sorrento (Figs. 23-25). I am overly fond of them, I’m 
afraid. I bought so many the man asked me if I intended to sell them. 


Don't much care for the Latin nature though — in Rome, especially. Barbara & I went for 
a walk in Rome one afternoon. We hadn't walked more than 2 blocks & had acquired 2 
permanent pests who tried out all the languages on us & followed us the rest of the 
afternoon, about 5 Italian GI's who followed behind them, besides numerous whistles. 
The Italian senoritas are decidedly on the heavy side. The Italians are a pushover too, for 
Barbara's blond hair and blue eyes. 


Our train for Bolzano leaves this noon. We stay there this evening, leave for Munich 
tomorrow morning, get there around 5:30 PM & back to Frankfurt Tuesday morning in 


time for work we hope. 


Have taken 3 % rolls of colored film in Italy so far. 
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Mighty good blood oranges in Italy. I’d never eaten any until I bought some in Frankfurt. 
Very juicy. 


Love Joan 
P.S. Have about 2,000 lira left (about $3.50); guess I'll stock up on oranges. I'm also 
carrying wine & cheese back to Frankfurt with me. I'm practicing on spaghetti next 


week. 


Some more love, 
Joan 


Mon. morning, April 28 
Dear Mother and Dad, 
It's a cold, wet morning again in Frankfurt. My train came in at 6:00 from Amsterdam so 
I had time to take a bath anyway. The weekend there was wet and cold, too, so I took a 
few pictures of the tulips. I hope they turn out; I had colored film. 
The best Leica camera you can buy, they tell me, sells for about $130 to $140 in the PX. 
The next time I go to Munich or Bremen or Garmisch I will buy some fancy wood-carved 
dishes. They make them near Munich (Oberammergau). That's too bad the anniversary 
present broke; next time it will be wood, or something unbreakable. I don't think I'd ever 
get dishes home safely. I have 2 mocca sets and some fancy wine glasses but I think I'd 
better stop buying china and glass. 


I'm so glad Don came to see you. I'd hoped he would. 


(Jan?) writes the old Kaintuck Ranch is now called the *Boulder River Ranch". She's 
going back this summer. 


Mr. Müller [1873-1958] is 78. I had snapshots of you and your house along. They 
enjoyed them very much. 


The skirt came today. It fits fine. Thank you very much. 
Did you ever get those fashion magazines I sent? 


Love, 
Joan 
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May 27, 1952 
Happy Father’s Day Daddy. 
This card will probably arrive early and the presents late. (For June 15) 


I'm enclosing 5 franks — money from Luxembourg. There is a picture of their Duchess on 
the face. 50 franks equals one dollar. I just sent it as a curiosity or a souvenir. 


Don write he would like to meet me in New York when my boat docks. I had thought I 
would go home first and then have him come there? 


I had a letter from Aunt Loretta [Eisenman] last week. She evidently can't remember my 
new address because she still writes to the customs unit. She broke off with Hassy (and 


vice versa). 


Love, 
Joan 


P.S. I made a lemon pie at Jean and Akin's last night. Edible. 
P.P.S. Don't send any more Wisconsin cheese please. I can buy plenty over here. 


Me 
Some more: Barbara Hendricks, Anne Sugrew, and I are going to Berchtesgaden 


(Germany) and Salzburg, Austria over the weekend. We have Friday, Memorial Day, off 
too, so it's a nice long weekend. 


June 13, 1952 
Dear Mother & Dad, 
I made some French toast last night. It turned out good. 
Yes, I sent off Eric's card and gift a long time ago. I didn't have time to buy anything so 


I sent him some coins from different countries, a $3.00 money order and a letter. I don't 
have green dollars. Only military script. 
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I intended to buy a Leica camera for you before I came home, Daddy. They tell me the 
one with the 3.5 opening is best. I will price them all next Saturday and write you. This 
Saturday I go down to buy my boat ticket to N.Y. 


Aunt Loretta wrote me several weeks ago that she broke up with Hassy. She didn't say 
why. She wants to come and visit me in Europe next summer. I don't know what to 
write her. 


I'm translating again and do I hate it. I had asked to be a secretary with only a little 
translating now and then for variety. It's turned out just the opposite. 


Barbara, Ann and I had a very nice time in Vienna. Enclosed is the card I didn't have 
time to mail from there. Also is a postcard from the salt mines at Berchtesgaden [SE of 
Munich on the Austrian border], the previous week. I'm the 10" from the left but I hope 
you don't recognize me. 


Vienna is quite different from Berlin. There are no signs between the four sectors in 
Vienna. We saw lots of Russian soldiers (& Russian WACS) but were not allowed to 
take their pictures. Traveling through the Russian Zone on the Mozart sleeper, too, the 
shades had to remain pulled. American orders. 


Sunday morning we attended Mass at the imperial chapel and heard the Vienna Choir 
Boys sign the Mass. It was really beautiful, but the church was packed. We took a 
couple of tours, went shopping, ate in a couple of Russian restaurants (in W. Sectors) — 
did you ever eat Shishkabob? It's very good, a piece of highly spiced beef (on a stick) 
alternated with a piece of onion and a piece of fat. 


Love, 
Joan 


P.S.: Richard knows we have Mueller relatives in Luxembourg. I wrote him all about 
them after my first visit there. He hasn't written anything about wanting to visit them. 


June 25, 1952 


Dear Daddy, 

I received your letter about the camera this morning. I will price the camera case with 
pocket for flash unit and the flash unit with folding reflector this evening, also the A filter 
and attachment to use outdoors. Will write you the prices tomorrow and wait for your 
money order. 


I think sending my Argus camera home first is a good idea. Don't bother to send any 


film, though, because I can buy it cheaper in the PX. It's American film and can be sent 
for development anywhere. Colored Kodak for my Argus is $3.05 in the PX (includes, 
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like usual, developing etc.) It will be cheaper for us, too, if I buy a wooden box and 
packing downtown to send my camera home in, rather than your paying postage on an 
empty box. 


Had a letter from Don this morning, he has 3 weeks vacation, he arrived in New York 
Monday morning to try and get a boat to Germany (Merchant Marine probably, 
commercial liners are full). He is, I hope already on his way. 


Love, 
Joan 


P.S. He left before he received my letter about me flying home. 
7 July 1952 
Dear Mother and Dad, 


Received 3 letters from you this morning, didn't get any mail at all last week. (I knew the 
McCleod post office was efficient.) 


Spent Friday and Saturday in Paris with Bills seeing the nightclubs, including the 
expensive Lido where you have to have a bottle of champagne on your table at all times. 
It was quite a show, really too long for a nightclub, the first part lasted from 11:15 to 
12:30, the 2™ from 1:15 to 2:15. PI send you the program. Save it for me. I have 3 
crates packed up so far ready to mail but I haven't been home for the last 3 Saturdays to 
mail them, (in one of which, the smaller, is Daddy's birthday present). This weekend 
Dave and I are enjoying our last weekend of military discount on trains by going to 
Zurich, Switzerland. We'll arrive there about 2 AM Saturday morning. They probably 
won't get mailed until the 26" at which date I have to be in town to pay the rest on my 
plane trip home. I can't mail anything but letters from camp and everything is closed by 
the time I get home evenings. 


Arrived back in Frankfurt from Paris Sun. morning, in time to spend all day at the 
Oberursel swimming pool acquiring a nice sun tan. They dragged a dead man out of the 
pool at 10 AM; he'd lain in all night evidently. German or American is unknown. 


[Manfred Kopp found the following report on the accident in a local newspaper: 
Todesfall im Oberurseler Schwimmbad. Amerikanischer Soldat am Samstag ertrunken. 
Wie wir erfahren wurde am Sonntag früh ein amerikanischer Soldat, der in Frankfurt 
stationiert ist, aus dem Schwimmbecken des Oberurseler Schwimmbades tot geborgen. 
Die Leiche wurde an der Làngsseite des Beckens unterhalb des kleinen 
Beobachtungstürmchens gefunden. Nach Ansicht des Arztes erlitt der amerikanische 
Soldat, der ein bekannter Sportler und Spieler einer Baseball-Mannschaft ist, beim 
Sprung ins Wasser einen Herzschlag. Der Soldat war am Samstag erhitzt am spáten 
Nachmittag ins Bad gekommen." (Taunus-Anzeiger, 8. Juli 1952) 
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Translated into English by G. Makatsch and M. Purucker it reads: 

Death in Oberursel pool. An American soldier drowned on Saturday. We learned Sunday 
that he was an American soldier who was stationed in Frankfurt. He was found dead in 
the swimming pool, on the long side of the basin below the small observation turret. The 
American soldier who was drowned was a recognized sportsman and player on a baseball 
team. In the doctor's opinion he died from a cardiac arrest when jumping into the water, 
after he'd come sweaty to the swimming pool on late afternoon.] 


The weather here has averaged between 95 and 102 deg F for the last week. 

One of our guests (sources) at camp got drunk one night last week and caused a little 
excitement. He lost his uppers, couldn't eat, and couldn't give us any information. 
Meanwhile we had to pay him for being here. Before he starved to death Camp King had 


to acquire him another set of uppers. 


Had a card from Don today. He's in St. Paul. That steel strike is dragging on much 
longer than expected, I guess. 


Love, 
Joan 


P.S. Thank you for the Luxembourg pictures. I will send them to the Müller's. 

July 15, 1952 
Dear Dad, 
I will be able to mail a box (containing your birthday present which I have had for over a 
month.) It's coming under Bill's name. I've forgotten what I've all put in it. Your gift is 


the box (red) — it's not gift wrapped and I don't want to write you in advance what it 1s. 


Jean and Akin are going back to the States towards the end of the month. Akin is regular 
Army so will be in yet for another 15 years. Rocks in the head. 


Had a real nice time in Zurich, Switzerland over the weekend. The Swiss trains are the 
only decent ones I’ve seen over here. They're very modern. 


I'm cooking dinner for Dave Fri. nite. (he's been doing all my packing and he took me to 
Switz). He's a good cook and usually ends up by doing most of it (which I don't much 


appreciate). 


Helen Lankiewiecz wrote she's going back to the University this fall to get her Master's. 
She's going to be a housefellow. 


Love, 
Joan 
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2] July ‘52 


Dear Mother & Dad, 


I'm wondering if you were able to get in touch with Don at the telephone number he gave 
you. He gave up his room at the YMCA when he left for New York. He now has a small 
apartment at 7512 S. Emerald Street. He writes it's on a railroad track that every train 
going in or out of Chicago uses. 


That man was probably from CIC (Counter-Intelligence Corps). They're checking on me 
over here, too, clearing me for Top Secret. 


Richard hasn't written in months. I will write him today & see what he answers. Will 
write. 


I cooked dinner for Dave Fri. nite. We couldn't have the kitchen till around 8:00 when 
my roommates were through. I turned on all the burners & the fuse blew. We called the 
engineer — we had no extra fuses. They came at 12:30 a.m. by which time I felt rather 
high after a half a bottle of beer & most of a liter of red wine — on an empty stomach. We 
ate at 1:00 a.m. — burned liver & bacon, oversalted, carrots, hot garlic bread (also 
oversalted), the can of cranberries I opened was good...., we'd eaten the tomato & lettuce 
salad with the wine & beer. 


Love, 
Joan 


July 23, 1952 
Dear Mother & Dad, 
I've lost my address book so would you please send me Richard [Mueller] & Ralph's 
[Eisenmann] address. I remember Don's new address if you don't have it. It's 7512 S. 
Emerald St. 
Went to the circus Mon. night with Dave. Not bad, but not nearly as good as the one I 
saw here last fall. They have the oddest acts in sometimes for a circus. They even had a 
couple of nightclub singers. 
Yes, I wrote Loretta [Eisenman] that I would probably marry Don this fall & that's why 
I'm coming home. I also told her not to write anyone but you about this until it is 


announced officially. 


Love, 
Joan 
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P.S.: Barbara is leaving for the states to get married August 6. Sure is going to be 
lonesome. 


July 24, 1952 
Dear Mother & Dad, 
Received your letter about Aunt Lizzie. That’s too bad. 


It also sounds like you have a lot of work around the garden & house now. Take it easy 
(easy to say). 


You keep asking how Don made out coming over. Guess you didn’t get my letter telling 
what happened. He got to New York City (train; he left his car in Madison), tried all the 
shipping companies, all of which already had a backlog of applications for ships to 
Europe. He could have got one if he had been able to wait 3 or 4 weeks but only had 3 
weeks vacation. We were pretty disappointed. 


Did Loretta ever send you a picture of Clarence? 


Barbara had Ann & I to dinner at her home last night. This is her last week here (she's 
getting married a week from Saturday) so tonight Barbara, Ann & I are having our own 
celebration. Barb & I brought our suitcases & we're staying at camp (with Ann who 
lives on the base). This evening we're going out to dinner & then to the Blew Inn (the 
EM club for this base & Ordinance up the road a ways). Dave's mad at me because I told 
him I didn't want him around the Blew Inn, & if he was there, not to speak to me — for 
the obvious reason that I can have a much better time unattached. I don't blame him for 
being mad but I’m sick & tired of the men around here taking it for granted that we're 
going to get married- “go on separate rations" is what they put it. I’m even being called 
“Mrs, Mac” & “Miss Chemical" (Dave is on the Chemical Tech. Intelligence Team of 
ECIC). Let the men think we had a fight... 


Love, 
Me 


Happy Birthday, Daddy. That crate was mailed Mon., the 21*. 
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25 August 


Dear Mother & Dad, 


Miss Black & I are officially alone again although her niece is still with her. The last of 
my roommates had a bitter struggle moving out but she did it. Miss Black is the hardest 
person in the world to get along with, evidently I am the easiest. 


I made a blue plum cake over the weekend - it turned out pretty well. 


Love, 
Joan 


TRANSCRIBERS NOTE: This is the final letter from the packet. Enclosed with it 
is a letter from Richard Mueller (now in possession of his daughter Marion.). Also 
enclosed are a 10 lire note, two blank postcards from Luxemburg and a wedding 
reception invitation reading: 


Mr. and Mrs. Elmer Eisenmann 
Request the pleasure of your company 
at the marriage reception of their daughter 
Joan Mary 
And 
Mr. Donald Purucker 
On Saturday afternoon, November twenty-ninth 
Two until five o'clock 
Supper at 4:15 
Moose Hall 
137 North Sixth Avenue 
West Bend, Wisconsin 
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Figure 1. Top left. Joan and suitcases in Barton, WI before trip. Joan stopped at 
Westover Air Force Base in Massachusetts, where she stayed in the barracks (bottom 
left), and in the Azores (top and bottom right) on the way to London, and then to 
Frankfurt am Main, Germany. 
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Figure 2. Left. Bob [Lt. Essington?] in civilian clothes in front of Buckingham Palace, 
1951. Right. Joan in front of Buckingham Palace, 1951. 
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Figure 3. Left. Apartment occupied by Joan at 11 Hynspergstrasse in 1951. Right. That 
same location in 2009 (picture courtesy of G. Makatsch). 
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Figure 4. On left. PX (Military post exchange) in Frankfurt, 1951. The building was 
subsequently demolished. On right. Boundary of fenced-off US zone shown in thick black 
line. The US zone was off-limits to German civilians. Green highlight locates 1.G. Farben 
complex. 
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Left. At Rhine River overlook, with Loreley Rock in the background. Right. in the 
bombed out rubble of Frankfurt. 1951 
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Figure 5. Sgt. George Bills, Garmish, 1951 
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Joan. Oct, 1951. Zugspitze, the highest mountain in Germany, near Garmisch. 
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Lt. Bob Essington. Trafalgar Sq., London, Thanksgiving, 1951. 
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Figure 6. Jean Provencher in office, 1951. 
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Figure 7.Edna Anderson, 1951 
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(left) and standing to right with other MPs (right) 
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Figure 9. Richard Mueller and Joan Eisenmann in Kempten, Bavaria in Nov., 1951. 
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Figure 10. Frankfurt, 1952. 
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Figure 11. Camp King in Oberursel, north of Franfurt. A. View of Taunus Mtns from 
Camp. B. Joan's office. C. View in 1951 from Kopp (2010). D. Aerial view in 1952 from 
Kopp (2010) 
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Figure 12. Camp King in 2009. Photo courtesy of G. Makatsch. 
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Figure 13 Google Earth picture of Oberursel in 2009, with Miriam's grandparents 
residence located, and Camp King. 
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Figure 14. Sgt. Akin at Frankfurt Zoo, 1951. Or possibly the park of the Sculpture 
museum, at Liebieghaus on the Main River. 
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Figure 15. Sgt. Dave McCampbell and Barbara Hendricks at Camp King. 
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Figure 16. Sgt. Dave McCampbell, Rhine River. 
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Joan Eisenmann. Rhine River, June 1952. 
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Figure 17. Sgt. Dave McCampbell, Saalburg, the castellum romanum near Bad Homburg 
in the Taunus Mtns. 1951. 
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Figure 18. Russian Memorial Park. East Berlin. 
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Figure 19. Barbara Hendricks. Innsbruck, Austria, 1952. 
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Edna Anderson on Loreley Rock overlooking Rhine River, 1952. 
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Garmish. Feb. 1952. 
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Joan skiing. Garmish, n eb, 1 952. 
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Joan and Cliff in Volendam, Holland. 1952. 
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Figure 20. Joan. Luxembourg, 1952 
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Figure 21. Joan and Pierre Muller., Luxembourg, 1952. 
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Figure 22. Joan and Pierre Muller, Military cemetery, Luxembourg, 1952. 


Fig. 23. Joan, Amalfi coast, Italy, 1952 
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Fig. 25. Joan, Sorrento, Italy, 1952 
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Joan. Backyard of Frankfurt apartment, Aug, 1952. 


59 


Sgt. Dave McCampbell in Joan's Frankfurt apartment, Sept, 1952. 
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RE Earth pum of Frankfurt! s N W end showing location of Joan”. s apartment, dud 
Gisela and Hako Makatsch's house. 
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Wedding of Donald Purucker (1927-1971) and Joan Eisenmann (1929-1971). 
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